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SCENE 8 B 


(WATERMAN #'S tent or a "limbo" setting with a table and two 
chairs. WATERMAN and JESUS Aare playing poker. WATERMAN is 


dressed in starched fatigues and wears a jaunty cap of some 
vague military kind. JESUS wears underwear shorts and a 
short-sleeve sweat shirt--the arms have probably been cut off. 
A large wooden cross hangs from a necklace of tied-together 


shoelaces.) 


JESUS: (while raking in the pot) I got rid of her. She was 
a drag--no pun intanded. 
WATERMAN: (His voice is firm, authoritative) None taken my 
dear man, but unfortunately I feel that I must point out 
that you're cheating. 
JESUS: Not exactly. 
WATERMAN: (showing him) Is this not an ace? 
JESUS: Hmmmmm. Appears to be, but you never know. 
WATERMAN: Then it is rather unlikely that you can have 
four aces as you have just a moment ago asserted. 
“™QyS: LI...uh..ekinda played a celestial hand. 
pan: We're rather down to earth here. 


JS: Completely. 


| 


d 
, 


b Iq eK a” i Wat te ploroyasp n¢ PS fee : 
Aa : 


ee 


‘(Ctracing a a dikes as FIGMO _tume to nimyy Dian’ t see a 
a ee 
fuckin thing. No swe: No sweat. Whole goddamm place looked like a 


there. 


beach. 

FIGMO? It was Yacuuned clean in the great big battle. Waterman 
was here then too-=- he thinks. Surrounded three days and nights 
With his boots full of blood. (pause) He shrieks a lot at night. 
ZWARDOWSKIS Listen, if it's going to a war stories let me get 


a pot from the cook ie ducks and coprs: his head ad with his arms, | 


flakes noises to simulate ¢ exploding shells 


filthy from head to toe.) 
pee i ee ee 
GREASE Goddamm it Figmo I don't care if you got a week or a 


month left, you better get me those goddanm parts. I I _ been n waiting 


three weeks since that jackass ae (He notices > 
p Ge 


paces neentartmcneserrosnsie > 


Svc: Oh come off it will you Grease? I've been on the radio 
VU 


Cy 


to division supply every fuckin day for the past week, They 

swear they gave the parts to... 

GREASE? They'll swear to anything. They're like you. Anyway 
won't be my ass gets in a sling if the showers break down. You'll 
get extended Figmo. You'll be over here till you're an old man. 
And you'll be crying and bitching all the time then too. 

FIGMO. This is Grease, 

ZWARDOWSKI, It sure as hell is. (Neither offers to shake hands.) 
How close are you? (GREASE starts walking off-- he has heard it 


before.) 


ae 4 (fearfully): Pretty soon just one Pitre ment (implores 


heaven) Oh God please dnn't fuck me up. 
& 
ZWARDOWSKI< So that the, 8 why you're the Figmo in this halfass 


outfit. Fuck it, got my orders. Really got your orders? What's 


ee eaters /\ 
fed ve | 7 


os 


cea 
your fest name? 


. GREASE; (stopping): You remember what I saidg Figmo! You know 
Waterman'l1 How up if those showers stop again. They got to go 
twenty-four hours & day. And he knows a stopyyya if his light 
goes out. : 
silent (ignoring GREASE): Made up my own orders before I left 

RS division, even got the numbaute Lieutenant to sign them. 

© ~{aReise Bette, muti muttering when out. of of sight.) cal vik 
GREASE: .These fuckers think eee going to fuck me but Le # 
going to fuck’ the fuckers, 

FIGMO! Grease is our poet. 3 

ZWARDOWSKI$ If he had a brain it'd scare hin. 
PIGMO. We're all scared here. 
ZWARDOWSKIS My fuckin mouth got trenchfoot. 
FIGMO; Plenty of beer, : 


tiene: | ; Pvgitegy 
ZWARDOWSKIS Shit! There's a lot of things not fast enough for uy 

me, son. ( FIGNO starts leaving; ZWARDOWSKI holds him with an arm.) 

Hey! How come you left division for this happy outfit? 

FIGMO. Same reason you're here, Course I didn't get drunk and 

asgEe jamps so Charlie's artillery could zero in. Sex killed? 


Page”, 
Bea, yardouskt’, They're fuckin better off. 


ce 6 een an aera 


— 


‘tmee FIGMOS But £ did fuck ‘Ups That's why everybody gets sent to 

the glorious Fourth Shower Point of the couragecus Eighth Arny-- 
except Waterman. 
ZWARDOWSKI: How does Waterman rate ? 

/ FIGMO. Waterman was supposed to go home on a psychiatric something 
but we had him at division puttng in typewriter ribbons for a 
month. “Helse about one ecBéGth-- real shaky fingers. 
(grotesquely demonstrates) 

— ZWARDOWSKI: Happens to all live heroes. 


er hehrtthaneint iliaattib arate rmiainiabi 


Scene 1 (cont) 


p 7 (cont) 


FIGMO: You couldn't get a laugh at a wake. 


Delete JUNIOR'S stage direction. Change to: 


(smiling, reaches his hand down and pulls ZWARDOWSKI up 


delete Don't worry about it; change to: 


Don't worry about the motherg humpin laundry. 
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FIGMO: Anyway we couldn't cut any orders on him cause we 
couldn't find the, outfit he came from. Wiped out except for 
him. Then this isentas came up for a Master Sergeant or 

S. F. C, to run a shower point. I mean what the nerd 
Waterman. Shower! point. “I co ldn't resist it. But then 


a, 
the fuckbrain Lientenant found out and sent me here too. 


saveast!é 
ZWARDOWSKI. Good,ole army justice. Does Waterman know? b ub v/ Kring 
Figmot I guess. “Doesn't make any difference what Waterman knows. *)/ 
ee } a 

a It really doesn't. (Musing) Anyway he was such a boring pain in __ pt 

4 M4 @ 2 

Oc the ass at division, telling everybody how his men died all around 
him, mame by name yet, and how Charlie came in waves, playing 
fuckin harmonicas. 


ZWARDOWSKI. And how his boots commenced filling up with blood 
e does a kihd of short 


A 
and just ruined his G. I. socks to ne11.( red te Aance as tu = 17, 
FIGMO: Yeah. I really had to get him out of there. He was p8- pie. | 
scaring all the officers. ( ZWARDOWSKI lights up a cigar, sits ——aee 
down on his duffle bag.) | 


nae ee 


ZWARDOWSKI: So we're behiml enemy lines for G. I.’s to take 


showers and scrape the crud off. We getting combat pay? 
FIGMO’ All the lines are in Waterman"s head. If we were any 
further back we'd be in Japan. 

ZWARDOWSKI$ Now that they s an idea. Oh...my...yes (writhing) 
those nice little Nippon twats. They take it from you and you 
gotta beg for it back. Got to get me a moose pretty soon, 

nice ole moose-ah=may. Get me another dose of clap and a 

long rest in the hospital. I'd pay ten bucks for just a 

short time. 


FIGMO! Not here Sarge. This is way out in the boondocks, 
v ZWARDOWSKIg (spotting JUNIOR): Then maybe a young boy... 
A 
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(sontor AGES’ and ZWARDOWSKI springs up.) 

FIGMO% Come on over here Junior. Meet the sergeant who's 

goim to run the Laundry. (JUNIOR strides up as as 

a challenge.) ae 

ZWARDOWSKI$ Jesus christ! Old trooper of World War Two and I'm 
fuckin running a laundry cn LA~o eA Thaw og a (Corea, 


JUNTORS (etkesing his hand ,sre-ymaaies)/ Don't worry about itt. ot] 


phe clothes always come out dirtier than they went in anyways. , 


badagie 
“Only the fuckin Gooks complain. Thy've been plowing up shit fondling 
all their lives and they want clean clothes. (ZWARDOWSKI 
continues to hold his hand.) 7 
JUNIOR, Hey give it back will you? Sarge? (pretended panic) 
FIGMOS Junior'll show. you to your hotel and scrounge up a cot, | 
ZWARDOWSKIS Am rt A Oth you Junior? 
JUNIORS You don't know, do you? this, auother ballbreaker like 
Corporal Good? 
FIGMO: There are no ballbreakers like Corporal Good. He's 
fuckin unique. 
JUNIOR, (in falsetto as he starts exiting); And I been thinking 


al 
you and Good were rat asshole buddies. I was gettin neal jealous, 
ZWARDOWSKIp (hastily getting his duffle bag in order to follow) é 
JaRESR) Now what you want to talk like that for? It don't seem | 
natural to hear all that swearing goma pnt of , (to F Moe 
=f Pelosi © 
= specially somebody walks lLjxé thatx Q we-Saicl’ & The o 
L-— FIGMOS You can see Waterman tomorrow. He'll be playing with 


ois maps the rest of the day. 


WARDOMSK) - ELF Lin't eae ee 
Mme fuck ere Te bj +4 tt 


Leh pw imipete walk 
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. oan fs 

(Might. sine s setting as sTone I, A light shines through 
Waterman's tent, FIGMO stands over ZWARDOWSKI who's unconaious. ) 
PIas (a louder whisper each time)? Good...Good...Good! 
Goddammit, you deaf as well as dumb? (GOD enters) 
GOODS (sarcastically): What do you want, P.F.C. Van Arden? 
FIGMOS Give me a hand with this guy. Got to get him out of 
here pddfffre Waterman sees him. 
Se a (now standing over ZWARDOWSKI): I haven't had the pleasure. 
FIGMO: This is the new sergeant for the laundry. Waterman hasn't 
even seen him yet, | 
GOOD. Then he's not officially drunk I suppose. Oh my God he 
smells like vomit ahd pine trees, 
FIGMO: He bought a case of aftershave from me at the PX. Said 
he liked to splash it all over him, . 
GOOD: Some fell into his mouth (starts to help lift him) and out. 
Phew! 
FIGMOS Can't you lift your fuckin end for once? 
GOOD: My my. I though we aia going to do this together. I 
didn't realize that you had to be in charge. 
FIGMO: Letts go! He's in with you and Junior. 
GOOD9 (breathless as they carry him): Surely you jest. 
FIGMO. Why he's a divine creature, Good. You of all people 


must know that, : eee 
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GOOD! Indeed I do, but he has forgotten. 

FIGMOS You set him right then and you'll do all of us a favor, 
Okay? 

GOOD! I'd like to, although it's hard for me to stretch my 
Christian Charity to include the likes of you Van Arden, 

(They drop ZWARDOWSKI and he groans. ) 

FIGMOS You really do hate me, don't you Good? It's the only 
fuckin happiness I got in life, 

GOOD? Indeed I do and I pray every night for God to forgive me. 
FIGMOS Let's try again goody Good. Whew. Jesus H. Christ. 
He's dead weight, just like you, | 

GOOD. You obnoxious, soulless... prick! 

FIGMOt I forgive you. Oh Good Good Good. I just tell you the 
truth. You cea how you came in here strong for Christ and the 
bible. And we listened to you--thatsthe mother fuckin weird 
part. The body is a temple or “ee such shit, se not to be 


j 
; 
' 
| 
{ 


. 
t 
: 
i 
| 


bs 
violated, Then you came down with giecdanek sce. AAR, for Cc rsp f 


GOODS I have been... EP my body. God forgives, 
FIGMO: Just... keep it in your pants from now On. 


(They stagger off with their burden.) 
=aey Srasger off with their burden 
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sergeant. That'll be the fuckin day! (Takes a furious bite 
ae Why do you. think he's after you? 

JUNIORS HOw the fuck do I know? 

GOODS Well do you think you said anything or did anythking...uh... 

JUNIOR: What the fuck you getting at, ‘Good? | 

GOOD. Well...uh.,.you may be encouraging him without knowing it. 

JUNIOR, I shook his fuckin hand and he fuckin near came! -You 

should see the money he got! Maybe I'll get that nobfly and 

bug out of here for aweek, Leave him moaning. 

GOOD. That wouldn't be right. Now you know that wouldn't be right. 

JUNIOR? Heyl Father Gooal They got queers whrre I come from too 

you know. I know what the fuck you do to queers. I'll fix 

that boozy old fucker. And I'll make him beg and pay and I'll 

give him shit. (overcome with laughter he falls down_on his 

ioaded cot and pounds himself and shrieks.) Laugh,Good,it's 

funny. 

GOOD! And I spent hours talking to you about Christ, aieut O58 

your life mean something! 

JUNIORS I'm just a bad ass, and that old fucker is going to 

find out p. d. q. : 

GOOD Watch yourself Junior. If he ropes you into wine se vf 

regret it. 

JUNIOR? You fucking crazy Gooal (site up_xith-xenstatién) 

Unless you're talking from experience. 

GOODS Some. Yes. 

TUNLORD (seductively playing, yet hostile); Just keep your 

hends off of me Good. (gets up and starts mincing around) 


I still have my cherry. 
leb him move out ob celeiy p 
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8060, If... tf. 


JUNIORS Yeeeeeeesssss? 


SU I could get_you to feel ele about He, ao ee 
gt 7 


2DYMIOR nd Fok Sa foe Sut Ly Gltt ANC TR hither 


center of your life. I worry about you Junior. I can't help 
| \ Here 
JUNIOR? jon cia enon! You were a queer , weren't you Good? is. 

S1egA “: over Ehot. f- 1 Onte rmany othe, ~2L¢ ae , Mv $icg 


it I worry ey YOUes 


JUNIOR! And he tells me! 


GOOD, Why not? 

JUNIOR: Cause It's going to make me keep the fuck away from you 
is all. 

GOOD? Why? 


JUNIOR: Why? cgnse I had queers chasing me all my life. 
GOODS I'm not chasing you. 
JUNIOR: You aint huh? Then why the fuck you telling me... 

GOOD? To be honest with yof—- keep you fram making a mistake, 

And because were brothers and we must be brothers or our individual 


loneliness will kill us. 


eg Sal You talk just like Zwardowski. 
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(uornin - Outside Waterman's Pra JUNIOR is reading bulletin 


Vises ta 


board, doesn't at first notice ZWARDOWSKI .) 
JUNIORS (almost spitting): You keep the fuck away from me 
ian ey a8 afyitt no fuckin queer. You're just an old fuckin 
queer, That's what you are. You stay away from me. : 
ZWARDOWSKIS Cool it, will you Junior? [I don't wanty nt : anay 
frm you. 
JUNIOR? Then why you put all that stuff on bunk? 
-Cputs_a arm around his lgnowiier wat JUNIOR shakes it off. 
ZWARDOWSKI2 Being nice for Cri-sakes./ 1 I got it now, so, what - 
the hell! When you got it... you know. Besides, how much can 
a private make? You must be out of money most of the time. 
JUNIOR? Yeah? Well it don't mean nothing if I am. I'm not 
going to lay down for some old queer-- that's one fuckin thng 
I know. : 
auanporantg! (erie to calm him): SHHHHH. (i afraid Waterman 
will hear.) 
JUNIOR. And tiepins? What the Jesus Christ I'm going to do 
with Re Wear these fuckin fatigues all the time. Don't 
wear no ties, (He's flirting.) Tiepin of a fish jumping! 
SEROONEE Le (orightening); Well you aint going to be here all 
the time, are you? Hey maybe we can get an R & R together. 
I can intofauce you to some Japanes women fuckin near kill ya. 
JUNIOR, Any time. 


iin cethintciaiiatiiaati cael a aii 


sevntetsareineattinntmnntn 
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ZWARDOWSKI, Hey! - a sergeant. I can talk to whatsisname? 
Waterman. 
JUNIOR? Don't dome no favors. 
ZWARDOWSKI$ Now that's exactly what i%m going to do. We're 
going to be buddies. ~ 
JUNIORS” (scornful, shouting): Then how about a Cigarette, Buddy? 


(thrusts Camels at him) Not your alae right Ser ant, Wh 7 
queer? (Laughs) , Uov preLer unite. Ow 
ZWARDOWSKI2 Cool it. Please Junior. My head feels like it's 


ee fuckin screwed on backwards. 
Wari, ; tka have one. 
oteiee a wh 4 lie. Suse 


some order. FIGMO enters from es) Z )™ 3 es 


wie vely- 
FIGMOS Chat) you guySeee? Oh? ators OSE ro. On 


hell, so why you smiling? ; 
ZWARDOWSKI? At Junior, See that smoke? That's from cigarettes 
I give hin. (Hooks his arm around FIGMO'S neck to draw him 

closer.) I'll have it up his ass'ina "? evar ll keep it there 


for all the time f'm in this: lousy outsion( ZWARDOWSKI enters 
tent, leaving: FIGMO sre seen, 


GRASS enters.) 


GREASE: No fuckin parts yet, huh. Figno? The showers are going 
to run without them I suppose. We had guys like you at home, 
£ Figmo, lazy fuckers like you. I hope you rot here. i truly do. (een 
a protracted silence befTre F°GMO speaks) 
FIGMO’ That's what I like most about the army, the opportunity to 


associate with such decent human beings. 
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(Inside WATERMAN'S tent. Around a table containing many rol] rolled-up 
maps JESUS, EVELYN, Aid MAJOR KIM are seated on chairs or whatever. 
They are all at different heights. JESUS wears a splashy Hawaiian 
gorts shirt and slacks; EVELYN. a matronly dress. WATERMAN bustles 
around trying to make ake eveyone comfortable.) 
oe i'm awfully sorry t don't have anything aaneat We had 
gine Lorna Doones but Figmo-- He's my clerk. and our PX man-- 
he auctioned them off for the ‘Red, Sross drive. Here, Unee. 
(he pushes. maps aside to show_ them the plate. ) Q- 
KIM, (who speaks ‘ertopiy, beconas/enrensd if stuck for a word; 
D Wnoiding up cracke er): This becomes fine. I'm soldier, not diplomat. 
JESUS! Yes indeed, unusual taste. 
EVELYN; Salty certainly... but if you have tea... (She pretends 
tobe fragile.) , j 
WATERMAN, All thé rations we're: cabiad now, these too, come from 
stuff made tor ous last war. Our’ mechanic Grease is the cook 
until division cmmes through with a real one, and he just throws the 
cans ito boiling water. Fishcakes and beans, hamburgers in gravy, 
spaghetti with meat sauce... 
EVELYNs (distant sarcasm): I'm sure that theytre delightful. 

a a ee ae 
ashy (thrilled): This fame oe time I've eaten anything © 


from a Came 


re ; ree ee ae 
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KIM: Perhaps you Americans are war mongers just to make... 

empty your warehouses. I hope they wa ia... large. If 

you fight in Asia they must be large as country of United Staten 
Napoleon could used your warehouses, -yewr system in supply. 

We admire.@Q It is fe only thing we admire. 

WATERMAN? They mention Napoleon in a lot of books I get from 
Stars and Stripes. 

EVELYNS Allardfeads all of the time, War things. Squad Tactics, 
Rules of Battle and whatnot. I like romances, areas: 
English or the Bible. 

KIM? Then lsoneone [fs here] can tell you what sm true and what 

am not true-- in fible. 

JESUSS) (chewing a cracker): A little exaggeration. Much the 

same way a vacation resort is made to look prettier in the photograps. 
EVELYNS I'm glad Score Larkspur isn't here to Listen to that. 
WATERMAN (it_explodds from him): No he'd shit » tela! (His 
outburst is irrational. It utterly defeats him since he thought 
he had control.) | 

EVELYN. Allard! 

JESUS! No no itd aayient. I never was anything like the 
Reverend Larkspurs anyway, and I've changed a lot from the guy 
you're "ge about. I wouldn't do thngf quite the same way now. 7 
WATERMAN. Sorry sorry... on the edge... the edge. (He fusses 


Sher FURL YAT | 
at the table, sweeps some maps to the floor.) (She/gets up, up, walks to JESUS. 7 


EVELYN (standing behind Jesus): This is not the man I married. i 
This man is all apart. And there has been a sex problem for 

years. (pause as Jesus turns his head) Allard cares only 

for his own pleasure. 


JESUS». (looking at WATERMAN): I'11 do what I can but don't expect 


af 
“aw 
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any miracles, 

ewe veg lcanes crackers on plate)? These crackers are soggy, 

lousy. tk ‘ 

ieee patel you ga. sit in my chair and I'll get the tea. 

ited sits gravely down, grasps the table for a long while.) 

WATERMAN» (false heartiness); Well now! Uh, well I thoughtJesus, 
esus Z mean, thaws a 208 of Crrumiltic, but ee olen 4 rest 

having the most experience, should be chairman 

Keak 4 (amazed); But I have no experience at all in committee workA 


KIM: I would object.. I have no... (rubs a fist into his temple 


trying to think of word.) 

JESUS. Authorization. 

KIM. Right. Sutherouatins for formal meeting. As morale officer 
my batallion my “hag is find out why showers are all broke down 


so much! Mee) Having Jesus Christ for chairman 


avi ss Save = 
is just ,Ocoidenta) way saving, face. 
sheet (bringink cup); And a nice cup of tea for Jesus, uh, 
Mr. Christ. 
JESUS: Please. Don't fuss. Anyway, if it's all right with you, 
I'd just as soon have a beer, (she recoils; shoves 1s cup to KIM) 
WATERMAN, Under my bunk Evvie. 


= 


(She takes a while--) 

EVELYN. Mess! 

@nd WATERMAN seems to want to wait for her.) 

KIM. I must to get back. “Can't we talk aber showers? 

Other thing between you, wife, Jesus Christ-- not my activity. 
WATERMAN ¢ (quizzical): Division said they released the parts to 
really make the showis A-1, 

KIM, Oh I am little guilty this one. It was practice and we 
think dummy mine but (slaps his hands, frightening EVELYN who 
gingerly hands JESUS a_can of beer.) it goes off. It was 


Joon tient snes ane cscintas ith sttnatiheliinn tavenibt 


Scene 5, p 17 


after Jesus's speech ending ...in committee work. Add: 


I mean there's a sort of committee, but we don't meet actually. 


p 21 


note on pronunciation 


Waterman's first name is pronounced AlLelard, but Evelyn, 
to give it sme some class, pronounces it Ah-LARD, 
Jesus would imitate her pronunciation in: 


Stand up like a flower, Allard. 


Also typo in #ee#- fourh speech from the bottom, 
believed, 
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fellow with parts but they get... smackered. And he... (shrugs) 

JESUS; Ah yes, that would be Corporal Lyle. 

KIMe (taking out_a folded piece of paper): US 51186921. (stiffly) 

‘Sergeant Waterman please accept apologies People's Republic of China. 

WATERMANS Not at all. NOw I know where Lyle went. And his jeep. 

(Fishing out a clipboard from the table) There were other fellows 

I'd like... (EVELYN drifts toards JESUS) 

EVELYN@ (hovering); Is this Corporal Lyle with you now? 

JESUS. Yes, (KIM makes scottine i ) 

WATERMAN and EVELYN? What's , like? 

JESUS, (drinks, laughs); I... wouldn't know how to say it. There 

are no words or concepts. I just can't. It's ..,. another dimension-- 

that's the closest I ape come. the. baby, a baby, Tees just can't, 
at ae regi A Off * will get ®%s 


KIM? And L iis 
parts for showers. Give me list and I get from Hong Kong in one, 
two days. 

WATERMAN > That's white of you. 

KIMs (smiles); lot at all. | : 
biome og (snapiish): This is not news of course. Fact that you 
guys use the showers, After all, we found a Chinese winter uniform 
in the pemmetyng Pbote audlhy things. 

KIM: We’ lile #@@-returng?. 
WATERMANS Of course, if I find out the answers to some questions, 
crue Ie © ganc; veevide, (Comma, in EVELIN iséreeping) 3 
WATERMAN, My maps and the intellighére I gathered indicate that 
our unit is behind your lines. ne 

KIM. Correct. 

WATERMAN. But how? 

KIM. Simple. We infiltrate about three month aEe: and American 
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and South Korean outfits, left and usc bug out. We miss you 
what 
in sweep. Then we find outfyou BS ag how you sayin howe you. 


we send our boys in Republic of Korea uniform. (EVELYN makes them 


m1 ust tet BS she Suste -) 


leas 
WATERMAN? But how about our boys who beaver nee outfit for 


Ws You are pet. We let trucks of G. I.'s through for take showers, 


R& Ror just an errand? Nobody ever comes back. 
KIM? Pees o We. want for Lyle come back. He has parts for 
Exceptions : 
showers. Maio nol you say? se You know is miracle 
e 
how you read je Japaneg ma. I send you nice set our new ones. 


WATERMANS Thanks. but I got another question. 


te hi aint aati 


ths 

JESUS? Oh! (as_if waking. ye and es concerns me in a Ways | 
(kind of whb pered screech)? 

WATERMAN {Taet e was a valley, a wa. valley like this... 


about a year afOee. 


JESUS2 Let me ask. It's too painful for hin. Is this what 


ews 
AeA ne papers called the Blood Bowl? —__ 
Avera hows 
os I don't read eur papers ite: name @ don't know but terrible 


battle here. There are caves where nen nage boiled. 

EVELYN (polite); That would be broiled. 

KIM. And hills covered with bones, skulls. 

WATERMANS Skulls! (holds his head) 

JESUS (musing): And the wildflowers are growing through the 


eye sockets. © a 
EVELYN? Oh my God! 


JESUS’, Um hmmm? (looking at her questioningly) 

KIM To soldier one battle is same as other. 

is conden (shaking): Skulls! 

JEEUS, (to EVELYN) Put down your broom ani help him. 


(to KIM as she tries to get WATERMAN up) He has a dream 
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eqphat a skull will roll ac% inco this area and that he'll recognize it, 
and that it will signal... somehow...the end, the last horror, the 
ultimate one.. i 
KIM. Is possible, with Presi NOWeee 
JESUS? Oh it's going to happen all right. 

(WATERMAN sobs and heaves as EVELYN gets him up and over to a 
water can where sie makes him splash water_on his face.) 
KIM, Is he crazy? Ost 
JESUS His mind can't hold it. It's, too much. The exactness of 
his fate is crushing him, that he's in the same spot where he 
experienced such horror. 
KIM (strikes table): He is soldier! He must beer! 
JESUS! He almost’can. He has himself together much of the time. 
Forces himself together. 

take is sitting on cot_as EVELYN wrings out a cloth over his head.) 
WATERMAN, Gone. All of them. Lififibay... the kid...Corporal 
Handleman. Flares... artillery... Harmonicas! Harmonicas! 
They or haying harmonicas, So many. So many. My boots 
filled 6 with blood! My boots! My boots! (He tries to 
unlace his shoes. EVELYN wants tohelp but he slaps her hands away.) 
EVELYN: Jesus Christ! Can't you be of some help? 
JESUS! Hand me another beer, will youg,Honey. __ Ge 
— WATERMAN, I am on the edge... on the edge. (slips from cot to floor) ; 
+ EVELYN reaches around him to get the beer.) ! 
~¥ Pree (to KIM): Why harmonicas? 

KIM? For the psychology on enemy, but also communication in 
blackness. You hear friends, 

(WATERMAN scrabbles up and heads for the table. EVELYN hands him 
the beer to give sesus 


KIM: Now business. (Carefully unfolds the paper he has read 
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from before as WATERMAN Hands the beer to Jesus.) 


KIM? The Chinese People's Republic senses disintegrating morale 
situation in Fourth Shower Point of Imperialist Eighth Army, 
Concerning new sergeant Zwardowski. If situation not corrected 
will affect operation of showers. The iinamePoceiets Republic 
reminds again the American commander that ei Line of showers 
means death of all American personnel, 

WATERMAN (€riumphantly clicks off lamp for a second) > That 

stops the showers. If they break down themselves this same 


light goes off. ! 
ee 


ast (shaking his paper): No! Not fool with me! (Starts to rise) 
JESUS. Now gentlemen, gentlemen. i 
EATERS (who has sat down as KIM was rising)< Nothing personal, 
Anyway Zwardowski is a bum, an eight-ball. I'd like to get rid 

of him. | 

KIM? He is ke flower of your army. 

EVELYN? Sergeant Allard “aterian is the flower of our army. 
JESUSs (giddy): Stand up like a flower, Allard, 

Ay (still rea 


ling): The soldier Zwardowski is without sexual 
standards. He will even intercourse a man or animal. 

JESUS? We had aot of that in Jerusalem. 

EVELYN ¢ That's disgusting! 

RiNy Wah ioe chs paces)? Of course you had nothing 4 do with it, 


JESUS» (musing): Not with men anyway. 
EVELYN (putting her hand to her mouth): And I hav og all 
my life in you. 
JESUS. Too much faith is like too much Ex Lax. (giggles) 
BVELYNS I found myself in thee, 

= (snaps): I'll walk you hom and let's see what I find, 
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EVELYN. Allard! You simply cannot let him talk that way to me. 
absently): 

WATERMAN / Uh, + 8 off will you Jesus? 

JESUS. Of course. I'm sorry. This stuff (holding up can) 

is my weakness. (pondering) Lately just. takes one or two. 

EVELYN: Please, please! No more. Leave me some of my Jesus. 

JESUS? I am a man too, Evelyn Morehouse Waterman. And I was 

willing to do one fuckin hell of a lot for the likes of you, 

for all the Evelyn Morehouse W3temns Since the year one. 


(She staggers back and collpses on _bunk,) 


EVELYN. I can't take any more. I find my man destroyed by the army 


and the Jesus of my fi8th is... 
SESS (matterwof-fact): An alchoholic. 
EVELYN and WATERMAN: No! 
JESUS, Afraid so, Been in and out of the gutter dozens of times, 
Pissed my pants. The whole thing. I'm like Waterman. Get ahold 
of myself with inhuman strength-- and then I slide. And yet I 
only had to be crucified once. Poor Waterman has to go through 
the old trauma at over again, 
EVELYN? Somebody help me. Cortes ee rise ) 
JESUS. Try the other two. 
KIM. How... Gid you...? 
JESUS! Started after the crucifixion. The pain was unbearable, 
psychological pain worse. | Despair! ‘I dba for what? For fools 
who are going onthe Same way now as they did two thousand years 
ago. Out of my satiness my sadness, I took up booze. 

( svn springs up ang/attacking JESUS, beating him with her fists, 
ooo seeseive. 


EVELYNS You... Jew! 


( pmiiy WATERMAN grabs her away and takes her back, sobbing, to 
s 


Luin ant 


Chrinily » batby ) 


aimee Evvie, therds... a war going on. 

KIM? They have little control, the Americans. 

JESUS: They are very angry and can never really find out why. 
But my God do they have theories. : 

KIM? I wish they find out why? XE emeée go home. 

JESUS? Waterman'll have to calm her down. She certainly is 

a trial to a man with his problems, 

— 6 ris you help Zwardowski matter? ee 
SESS: T hhave an idea you'll like. Refugees are right now 
streaming towards these hills, American bombers destroyed 
their villages, either on a lar or by mistake. Waterman 
will send Zwardowski to make sure that these people are orderly. 
KIM. You ogee Leer soldiers mixe# tn casty Those people. 
JESUS; Naturally. e 


EVELYNS I heard that,Jesus. You are actually going to kill 
that man, (attempts to get up but Allard grabs her.) Allard! 
Aren't you in charge here? Do I have to do everything? : 


(susus takes out 8 deck of cards, starts shuffling them. 


KIM brightens at this, starts rubbing his hands.) 
KIM: When Iws at the Ohio State I love-- how you say#--Poker. 
JESUS$ Five caré draw, Jai or better. (Deals) 


(WATERMAN gets up'and starts pacing,) 


ie WATERMANS If I could tell you about the loneliness, the the the burning 


of it. It's like a... spot that grows and grows. It's a scouring, 
curving, arching thing tight up in your throat. Oh Lord! 

ta (waving his cards as he takes a slug of beer) Not now. 
WATERMAN’ It's a horror I just caft take any more. (screaming) — 
And I'm coming to the last time, when I won't get together, The 
time of the skull! 


Ford-24 


JESUS: Three little ladies-- want to see em?. 
EVELYNS (measured anger)? My own life isn't exactly peaches 


and cream, Allard. 
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a 


(Inside WATERMANYS tent, Night, The dngle lamp burns, 


emer ent ent meme = 


CENE 6 


ZWARDOWSKI stands before WATERMAN who sits at his table. ) 
WATERMAN! And sé you see-- because you're theonly man with any 


real experience. 
D 


ZWARDOWSKI (shifting around in agitation). Come on off it, Sergeant. 


You can send any dogface on this. I just arrived in this goddamn 
outfit. Haven't even seen this goddamm laundry I'm suppose to run. 


WATERMAN (pushing map acoss to him, pointing with pencil): 
2 ene See Se ee ke een ee 


As you can see this area here is a particularly vulnerable area and... 


ZWARDOWSKIS Didn't we meet at Ord, at the N. C. 0. mess at Ord? 

I know we met. somewheres. Dix maybe? 

WATERMANS You're to keep these people moving and look out for 
infiltrators.: There may be Chinese troops inthere, 

ZWARDOWSKIS What's the matter with this here Good? This corporal? 


He looks like he got sense, How come you don't send him? 


SHey, let's cut it out. We're both sergeants. 


That counts for something . Don't send me out on ths shit detail. 

I aint no fuckin M. P. 

WATERMAN«) (getting up, extending his hand)< Good luck, Sergeant. 
. Pree weve es" ” Gieenies cme amane sg 


You A beiocpuels UMuow Ka a : 
WARDOWSKIg, (won't shake)A I'll do it cause I know you can sink my 


ass in a ogaas martial, but you stay away from me when I get back, 
Cour 


encneentterenonpnemnertrncememsndrnesinen 


ase} 
oS 
i. 
tea 
EOS, 
are) 
he ates 
aS 
bey 
Xs) 
PR 
Se 


i 
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Lge ® 
or youflike to find my bayonet in you. 


WATERMANS Keep your eyes open. 
pS (whining)? I'll complain to the Inspector General's 
ffice too. You'll get burned on account of this, Waterman. 


(exits) 


urned! 
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(wararuan's tent. GOOD and WATERMAN float in from different 


directions. Theyare dressed as 3 if for a commando ri raid, with 


hiackened faces. branches strapped to their helmets, In the 


single light which splashes their shadows fantastically around, 


they look somewhat like reindeer#.) 


nnemcranenme a 


WATERMAN? Now tilat you're second in command. these assignments 
will come your way, Co rporal| 60ad. 

GOOD$ Oh my. + . | 

WATERMANS Good, if I don't come back everything I have is in this 
box (thumps cardboard box atop table) Send it to my wife... but 
you'd better wait a week, She's probably not home yet. 

GOOD. Oh come on, Sergeant, why stuldn't YOUces ig 

WATERMAN: How about Lyle? And Anderson and Brown who went 

on R& R? And Zwardowski never came back either. C+ been three gee! 
GOOD! My guess is that they all went AWOL. 

WATERMANS I know otherwise, but there are things to put 

together before I tell the men. But the pieces are fitting, 

are fitting. I'm getting the-picture, getting the whole picture. 
GOODS Yes Sergeant. as 

WATERMANS Good, Good. You're different from the others. 


You understand. I've been near the edge, Good, and was 
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slipping over. ‘But flnow I'm back. I know. And I know about 
Jesus. : 
g0ane een Just a kernel of fafen will sustain you. 
It will keep you fry a the emptiness of Junior and Grease and 
Figmo. They have nothing to hold onto. 

WATERMAN? But they're my men and I'll get them through. 

Uh, before I brief us would you say a paayer? (looking for 
the right map) - 

GOOD? <r course. (pause) oe 

WATERMANS Oh, sould you mind 15Xine Jeis out. It's a personal 
matter. God the Father is okay, as is the Holy Ghost. 


GOOD. Oh my God! (but goes on quickl Cc 
exclafimation into the prayer) look down and bless this mission 


and our lonely unit. 

WATERMAN: All right. I think I've given enough time for jue 
and my wife to clear the area. 

GOOD. Sergeant? 

WATERMAN, Amen, uh, amen. 


er 
cy 


Front of of WATRRMAN'S tent. Cold e¢ rnin gor stares. 


Da om ound 
towards aprpoach ‘of GOOD, laughs. cies gonae ee Fable Dedeogst oi 


FIGMO , Jesus Christ-- the 4-F commandos must be back. Looks parece 


just like the movies. Did you meet the enemy, Good? See the ay 
whites of thdr ejes? I mean what the fuck, Good. Damm the — 
torpedos. Full dpeed ahead. (GOOD staggers.) Cause God is 
always on our side. Did you close with Chariie, Good? Hand s 
to fuckin hand! I'11 get right.on the typewriter and write ~ hi 
you up for the Bgpaze Star. You can give me the gory details ke 
later. (GOOD stops. FIGMO goes to him to get a closeup look.) 

The ole perfec dogfacé. The American fighting man. How 

the fuck ta we ever win? (Totally exhausted, GOOD sinks ~ 

down to sit on the grounds) 

And where is your leader? Don't tell me! He sent you on while 

he did the most difficult part of the mission-- take a shit 
probably. (hysterical) Well, did you see the Chinese encirclers? 
Are they preparing to swallow us up? Will the Fourth Shower Point 
get to live in history? Is it a full combat alert? Whereare the 
Life photographers? Maybe I can get to blacken myself up too. 
Wetll have a fuckin mimstrel show. What did you see, Good huh? 


e 77.2.9 TT.ehnD TT..%9 77..%.9 
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GOOD! I sawfsonething. 

FIGMOS Fuckin Charlie, Like on Fuckbrain's maps? (nodding to 
WATERMAN'S tent.) Fuckin Chinese? Maybe a hundred thousand 
Chinks? | : 
GOOD? They could be, I... (confused) 3 

FIGMO? Your brain is peeling away from’ pie-doush-key. You 
remember those films they showed us in basic. “Your pecker 
drops off just after your nose. You might not even notice 
it's gone. 

GOODS Then I'll be like you. 

FIGMOf Good Good Good, naughty! naw-aw-tee! Is this Christ's 
way? Insulting a falow trooper, a guy who'd give you the 


sleeves out of his vest. 


a00D? (absolutes weariness): Maybe you were sent to test me. 
FIGMO (stridixs around in high excitenent)? Godd Good Good 
Good... Good! - Let's cut this endless bickering. We're 
buddies-- all in this together. So you got your lilly wet in 
aun a dirty pond and rose to the top of the V. D. List. I don't 
care. I truly: don't, And I don't even care that Waterman goes 
he and then stiffens up. On alternate days yet. I don't 
se) any care if he has imaginary conversations with all the 
% fuckin apostles and they have a circle jerk over his maps. 
But you two, I just know it Good, (shouting) you two are 
going to fuck up my points. A straight arrow and a madman! 
And both with shit for brains! 
GOOD (with sympathy): You have nothin g to hold. You're 
cracking. 
FIGMO. Aaaaagh. Don't give me that warm piss stuff. I'l 


kill you and Weterman too to get out of here. One fuckin 
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God look qt this Tet Nw / 


month. One fuckin lousy mo 


vem 


{ Then you can all gO queer together, 
And you can all play war. WATERMAN stumbles in.) 
WATERMAN, There'll be no killing. There're too many of them. 
We're going to ease out of here-- not blast out. At the right 
time. At the right time. (Now he's suddenly triumphant.) 
Well? Did you tell him, Good? Figmo is our skeptic. He 


should be the first to know. 


UA} Goods Yes... Sergeant. 


otek jen bndiinar ane chee ea alata 


ae 


+1e 
or 


use, Se 


inv! 
niteh 


ghdet 


WATERMAN. There are Chinks out there, Figmo! Thousands! 
Surrounding us. Just surrounding us. And there are bones and... 
Skulls in the hills. It's all of a picture. 

FIGMOS And you two are in it, sharing the same fuckin whacked-out 
delusions. Well not me. The only té&ing I got left is my sanity-- 
what's left of it. And You're never going to make me believe 

we're surrounded by Charlie when we're fuckin miles behind the line. 
I am going to rotate, baby! Ro-o-tate! I'm getting out of this 
¢ yov 

WATERMANS I'11 do my si cass we'll have to keep up to strength. 
FIGMOt What strength? The Bittle Sisters of the Poor could 

whip this outfit sight now. Where are all the replacements? 
Division is fuckin us royally. 

WATERMBN., We are behind the line, P. F. C. Van Arden. It changed 
and no one told us. (WATERMAN starts very calmly to remove his 
equipment.() (/to FIGMO): Get that radio! 

FIGMOS I nit hear anything. 

WATERMAN ¢ (with such anger that FIGMO is paralyzed at first)! 

Get that radio! (FIGMO tears into the tent.) 


(Goon removes his helmet, showing that half his forehead is quite 


white. \ 


-chcxantilbaeinalntehen cit tebe ihematrlnenht chalet 


CREO OE RS ENR 


| shakes 
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WATERMAN: We'll put all our equipment in a pile. I'm going to 
start a locker called the commando locker. You can keep on your 
shorts. (Both strip to their shorts, WATERMAN briskly, goes 
in_defeated, heavy~limbed fatigue é 


nis he 
ee FIGMO popsfout oj? the tant. Ch shock has rendered him giddy) 
Master = 
i; gicmo: Uh , {Sergeant Allard Waterman, uh, I don't want to interrupt 


anything between you two but division... It's impossible. It 

never happens so it happens... division just made you a captain! 
gs A fuckin captain! 

frarerian NeKhaNs. pi rid pity I phys! sasiots) 

ba sucastiae Put your clothes back on, @ood. This changes 


everything. (Gobdd starts complying in mechanical fashion.) 


be CORe 

They found out about our position nase Jesus or Evelyn told them. 
we 

And they decided that they better get an officer here. My 


SOM 
name will have sane weight there now. (Now he looks upward 


and looks as if he is being visited by a mystical experience.) 
What's first?... Morale I guess.... ¥es.... First thing is 


I'm going to get the men footballs. One for each man. 


morale...» First thing is definitely morale. Footballs. fi HM 
¢ in 


(Now he thfps his gaze down to be level with Figno's.) et or 
ic7. | 
ert 


Ap rerertine men will mix them up unless their names are Spaulding or Wilson. 


That's a requisition for footballs right now, Figmo. And 

a little more respect from you too. 

Lie FIGMO? Yes Sir! But begging the captairs pardon, Sir, I fear 
yi ald WATERMANS No sweat. No sweat. Order a stenciling kit and 
orm we'll put each man's name on his football. That's an order! 

(FIGMO pops back inside.) 
n? And Good, you get to Goacue and tell him to make me captain's 

— years out of something. And Idlike oifot those sticks that 


rsh My 


- 


he | 


PELL FT aT TT ee ee ee 
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the officers carry in division. : = 
GOODS Yes Sir. They call them idiot sticks, 


WATERMANS Don't bother me with these: details. You men 
will have to handle them now. 
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SCENE 9 


(‘me soldiers are lined up with weapons, FIGMO, GOOD, and JUNIOR 
‘ rather sharp, GREASE cleaner than usual but still pretty dirty 


and droopy. JUNIOR has a camera slung on his hip. WATERMAN 


enters from tent. « He is straight a and alert, carries his 


idiot Lot. stick (a bullet attached to. a. dowel). | He ‘carefully, chooses 
a spot from _Wni.ch_to_address the men - 


Goon: Ten-shutl, 


ee (in his officer's voice-- smooth and rich, and with 
frequent pauses in which he tries furiously to — de 
Everyone akan’ or accounted for, Corporal Good? 

GOOD? Four present, Sir. Eighteen carried on Today's morning 


report as absent without leave. 


WATERMANS I see, Yes...well. we don't really know about the disposition 


of those troopers. At ease men. (He blanks for a moment and 
they shuffle around.) Want to thank you men for carryins on in 
this... underhanded way. Division has acknowledged our strategic 
and morale importance and has started... flooding replacemnt ° US. i 
One has just reported and I want to... introduce him to you. 


(calls) Mother! Come on out here, Mother. (Mother enters 


from tent. Somewhat fat, he weaxa kitchen whites a and _he sports 


sergeant stripes. He has a fink smile _Wwhich he _keeps_ throughjout 


" i Bo ives oh: Ae ) 
seed insula ten hited dis ech deni 
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the rest of the play. He stands next to WATERMAN.) 

WATERMAN S Mother is starting her second tour in Korea. You 
can see se. if an army travels on its stomach...Uhee. (Good 
leads them in laughing and this brightens WATERMAN, Junior 
continues laughing after the others have stopped.) bees 3 
Mother tras formerly chef to General Drum. The fact that we 

got her shows, uh, illustrate? what division is FE to 
think of 2 Clookinty hauedted , denigete: 

FIGMO! “Yeah they sewd us all the Priacied. Junior better get a 
pair of track shoes. : 

WATERMAN? What was that? I.e. uh... Troopers will put complaints 
in the complaint box. I.. Une. want to give special thanks 


to Grease. He has... worn thm hats for months now, but now 


“he can take off his chef's hat. (WATERMAN leads them in 


spacacae s and GREASE takes a little bow.) And what's on 


e menu tonight, Mother? 


M i DIER, (somewhat singsongy as he is throughout); Choice of 


prime rib or lobster newbure.{ They applaud spontaneously. 


WATERMAN’ Oh, and another thing. Each man will soon have his 

own football. At that time Corporal Good will call a meeting to ac- 
quaint you witb/the proper... methods of... labeling... (long 

nee i furiously slaps his thigh with his idiot stick) 


them! (Now WATERMAN starts walking aimlessly away.) 


GOODS Ten-shut! (JUNIOR bolts away and out of > sight. This This 
brings WATERMAN to.) 

WATERMAN? Stop you! Corporal Good, get that trooper's name. 
wi (som 5 ewhat hysterically? It's Junior! . 

WATERMAN (resumes slapping his thigh)? Jfnior? That's not the 


cn eee entero aanee on ee a AIOOOE  T 


name of a trooper, a soldier. We're all men —"), Deployment 


m7. oe 3 ee," Coe 


, nik pi a hil r bi Vance. way “ 
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of troops to insure maximal inner perimeter symmetry and security. 

‘squad tactical articulation, ” fraining Srececare of Rifle M-1 

in oréer to maximize range and 4 slash or field aitutivencet! 

GOOD? Shall I go get him Sir? 

WATERMAN? SYMMUTRY AND SECURITY! SYMMETRY AND SECURITY! 

SYMMETRY AND SECURITY! | 

JUNIOR, (off)s I'm sorry Sergeant-Captain-Sir but I saw this 
mother-humping thing roll into the oe and... (enters carrying 
skull® ren [He vense W% Len ; predends bet) 

WATERM Ahhh~ah~ahhh! (while fleeing into tent) 

aap < (shrug sing): He's dead. Hey maybe it's Zwardowski. 

He still had a Lot of money on him. Maybe he found a moose 


; 
i 
| 

4 

4 

= 
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M 
and she poisoned him or something. Serve the horney fucker right. 


FIGMO! If this really is the Blood Bowl as crazy Waterman thinks — 
then there are lots of skulls up there. They'll be rolting down 
every day. It's oaks. ins loosen them. I'm getting out of 
here in a couple of weeks. You guys can carry on knee-deep in 
skulls. (WATERMAN-groags wishin.) How I hate this place ae 7 rf 
all you lousy fuckers. (hugs himself) I can hold on for 


‘ Ci phate a cart gees tee 
hhraines his ni teat nme Nhs onli. nity in cans ka a 


two lousy weeks. I won't let go. 
JUNIOR® Here Grease, get my camera. (an_awkward moment as JUNIOR 


has to shift the skull from hand to hand to enable GREASE to lift 


mt a ti ll i 


the strap over JUNIOR'S head, ) Now opediit up. It's all set-- 

just focus. 
(suntor is posing with the skull under his ama.) 

JUNIOR? Just get the top half and the bottom half of the skull 


oh 
Peer rt hee 


together. Turn the little lever there. 
GREASE! Oh yeah. Pretty good. Wait'll I push the do-jigger. 
FIGMO® I'm going to puke. Look at it. It's a recrubing 


SCENE 8 B 


(WATERMAN 'S tent or a "limbo" setting with a table and two 
chairs. WATERMAN and JESUS Aare playing poker. WATERMAN is 


dressed in starched fatigues and wears a jaunty cap of some 
vague military kind, -JESUS wears underwear shorts and a 
short-sleeve sweat shirt--the arms have probably been cut off. 
A large wooden cross hangs from a necklace of tied-together 


shoelaces.) 


JESUS: (while raking in the pot) I got rid of her. She was 
a drag--no pun intended, : 
WATERMAN: (His voice is firm, authoritative) None taken my 
dear man, but unfortunately I feel that I must point out 
that you're cheating. 
JESUS: Not exactly. 
WATERMAN: (showing him) Is this not an ace? 
JESUS: Hmmmmm, Appears to be, but you never know. 
WATERMAN: Then it is rather unlikely that you can have 
four aces as you have just a moment ago asserted, 
=EsuS: Iv, uh... kinda played a celestial hand. 
potas We're rather down to earth here, 


IS: Completely. 
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ight 1975 by Frank B, Ford, 


all other 


ia The front of a tent, A rickety door is set in the middle; 
the cloth is thin enough to let a light pass pac acste = the 


door, a rolled-up map under his arm, septlee ds as a. what had gone 


J 
on in the tent was a little beyond | Soupreheiieion. WARDOWSRI 2 


ot os 
ambles on, sloppily dressed, swinging a lightly=packed mudi a 
on ¥ 


et 


bag. FIGMO Aooks in his direction, pretends to see nothing, 
\turns to a bulletin board which faces the audience and uses the 


| 
backs there to pin up the map. This done, he steps back and to J 


hei side, (ZWARDOWSKI at hi his shoulder, The map shows an irregular 


nips 


y blue line witin a red line made up of dashes. Tents are depicted 


inside the blue perimeter.’ ... In the upper ught-hand corner 
there is a vertical string of three oriental=looxing letters, 
f See: Sao y 

4WARDOWSKI$ This American Army or the fuckin Chinese? 

ps EEGMOs “XD not turning around); The latest from our leader, 


ZWARDOWSKI*, Tell you ere the moose are? 
FIGMO$ If you got the balls for it you'll find them outside that 
red line-- or maybe between the dashes. According to the... 
i — limited intelligence of Sergeant Waterman, there are Chinese 
troops behind that red line. 
hea gg (pressing closer): Yeah, sure. I just come through... 


wre ett etter inn aaa ent title tranche th tenia 


? « 
BR" AoBacketdall and he's going to dribble it.) end Cech ny 


Apu 
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poster, Join the Army-- where old friends get together. 

JUNIOR, Here. Take another, Grease. (Holds skull under chin) 

FIGMO? Which bys has the Toni? 

WATERMAND (from _tent)$ Sergeant Waterman, you dan't see the 

big picture, the BIG PICTURE. 

~~ (his old voice): I worry about the men, Sir, the men 

(ow JUNIOR holds the skull off to the side: as it ittsa Behr - 
v 

GREASES Don't move so fast. I'm losig the focus part. p4es/ 

(JUNIOR freezesi) Got it! That there's a real good one. 

JUNIOR? Here. (offers GREESE skull) Let's change and I'11 

get you. 

GREASE? I don't want the fuckin thing. Ugh! 

FIGMO: Go on, Grease, It's cleaner than you are. Anyway 

the Birds might do the same job on us all before long-- if we're 

attacked by the Chinks in Waterman's dreams. .- 


(UNIOR finally persuades GREASE to take skull by shoving it into 

his stomach, snatching his camera back. JUNIOR takes several 
photographs fron differing aggles-- a parody of the fashion 
photographer.) | 

JUNIOR, (gesturing to GOOD to take skull)Z Okay Good, come on. 

Get you on the cover of Life. 

FIGMOS Yeah. How I lost my dick for: my country. 

GOOD: No thanks. (to FIGMO) Why in hell did you buy him that Leica? 
i<—— Or did you steal it from your own PX? We'll all be plagued 


with it now. 


FIGMO? What? How? I didn't... : \o yore $ 
can we have Good com, 
“ 


rf 
oe 
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GOOD. Ohecome oat Junior can't keep secrets, Besides it may 
be the only generous thing you've ever done, perverted but generous. 
FIGMO, Just be careful, Good, there's a lot of things you dont 
understand. 
GOOD? Undoubtedly, But this isn't one of them, 
(SUNLORS Takes skizll from GREASE and tosses it to FIGMO as FIGMO 
lunges for GOOD, .RIGMO catches it awkwardly.) 
JUNIOR? Nice catch, Figgie. Nobody looks good all the time. 
(JUNIOR stabts photographing FIGMO) 
FIGMO. You better not take it, Good. You might pee in you Christian 
pants, 
GOOD? Actually, I'd like to ldok it over. 
FIGMO$ Here. (Giving it to him). He had phe-dotsh-key too, Good, 
notice where the eyes have rotted out. : 
GOOD, Thank you-so very much. (He holds it out at arm's So 
FIGMO? Why great balls of fire! What all are we going to get 
with a year of college and all that warm piss Bible! Good, 
Good, you poor sonofabitch. You only got two options. Alas 


poor Yorick I knew him well (that's real clever) or (bass) 


this only shows that the life of man on this earth is short but. 
eternal life, why that fuckin goes on forever and ever. 

Se00p (brings skull back in towards his bed )t Something like that, 
FIGMO! I wnuldn't try either of those, old Straight Arrow, I'd 


think of something new. "d really really try to think of something 
nx C tcoe/] orebn ) } 

GOOD? But I'm not all that smart, Figmo, not as smartas you. 

I've made lots of mistakes even before I got V.D., but vou only 

made one, And as much as I can't help gloating about it, it makes 
me see that there's some hope for you. For you have touched your 


fellow man. | Tire ve ren4/ 1 


GREASE? His fellow man's what? 


MA al AINE it i li 
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GOOD? And I can laugh and yet feel for you too. 


a ‘fertously shaking head as if to fling GREASE'S comment off) 


Yeah Good I'd oe something entirely new for the first time in 


Sanchiiont ous 
your shitty little life. All your sanothonLous pap, all your 


two=-cent shit wisdom stops here. (swings carbine off his shoulder 


and phints it at GOOD. GREASE and JUNIOR move away.) 

MOTHER, Now, now. Boys. 

dpi gi (screaming)s Cause I'm going to blow you fuckin up. 
I'm going to blow you fuckin up if you don't for the first time 
in you Jesus-cornball life say something... . 

ig (shaken,though the words come out ly steady )?: 

I see. If I insist on being myself I'll be killed, 

FIGMO! Simple em ball game. Two rul 

coon: CAs? may ¢ ? 9. Be igoy 3 ie soars 
FIGMO? I wouldn't. : : 

GOOD! Find a way to save face for us both. 

MOTHERS Far enough , fellows. 

GOODS (Shaking, Slowly stretching out his arm to hold a the skull 


4 o—Kvery slowl hoarsely, meaningfully) 
at lenghh agains): How about. pr tssees long pausdy/| ‘He was 


a fellow of infinite jest, Horatio. . 

FIGMO fires three ting propelling GOOD backwards and over 
on his stomachs: After a half-second the skull rolls from his 
mangers? 

JUNIOR. Jesus Christ! He didn't say that... neither of those 
things. Jesus Christ! : 
ANG (letting the rifle hang aowayf Tt Wasa” judgement call-- 
like in baseball. 


GREASE. - Help Corporal Good, Lord, cause he would pray for me. 


As @peroweh COOP” 


I a 


ili lial ci i kth 


hited gan 


teh spttheman etl etn tttl titainndin ivr 
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MOTHER, (to JUNIOR)$ Private, take the P, F, C.'s weapon. 
Son, would you mind giving the Private your weapon? 

(Since FIGMO hardly knows he has it, JUNIOR takes the carbine 
away from him easily.) 

MOTHER. Just handle it by the strap there,Son. Good. And 


now, hand it to me. og before 


(Meanwhile GREASE has approached GOOD and attempts ee aa attenpts. Fo set ous \ y 


under him.) i 
——HenmINT Leave him be, son. We found out in the last war that it 


wasn't the best idea to turn them over. 

GREASES But he may be... 

MOTHER. No. You come back here and guard the prisoner. 
There's a good boy. And I'll take this into the Captain, 


(Mother enters sent Oy 


FIGMO, who has Stood blenkly™now sinks to his knees, kind of 
@ 


ition where h 


Swivels to a sii ecks bA&k and forth while 


putting a fist up to his forehead, GREABE steps away a bit, 


conscious for the first time that he is guarding FIGMO, 


JUNIOR shixffles his feet, occasionally going over to the tent 
to eavesdrop. He's very restless.) 
JUNIORS (exploding out of him)? Look, by the time Waterman does 
anything we'll all be ald agent Why don't we do something? 
GREASE? I've got a job. 
JUNIOR, No, I mean... Jesus if you have to wait like this... 
(He's waving his arms, almost dancing) ; 

ings); In a cavern, ina carvenh'? @havating for a mine.(He stops 
singing to exhort the others with his arms.) 


GREASE, Junior, you must be the biggest cookaboo here. 
JUNIOR. No! Come on! It'll make the time go. You too, Figmo. 


(Grease half-heartedly joins Junior in singing: even Figmo vute 


«ytd tal PR et sina eirnn fi 
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in fragments as he-rocks. Their voices fade out before they 
fing the song, 
hs Nae 
JUNIOR. You know... thathGood made sense at times. 
FIGMOS He shot him. Shot him, Jesus Christ I've never see 


anything like it. y (a 
Sh (ignoring FIGMO)! Look, look, we don't have to sing. 


Grease can tell us a story, Grease tells great stories, 
GREASE, No. No. 
JUNIOR, Aw comie on. (to FIGMO) He has us pissing in our pants 
laughing, oe J 
GREASES I cui tel no story and be a guard too. 
JUNIOR? Course you can. Just look at him for Cri-sakes. 

i ee « ’ 
He ae going anywheres. é E TéNb Ki Ge ocking ) 
GREASE. Well... 7 
JUNIOR? Aw comie on. 
GREASE. Get off my back a second will you. Just trying to 
think of one. Weah. Okay. Well see, there was this granny 
woman lived in “Pike and this guy went to her for bleeding piles 
you know, and she made him take off his shirt and she soaked the 
shirttail in some stuff she kept in a pickle barrel. And when 
he was riding home-- or maybe was to his girlfriend's house-- 
why this white thing chased him through the woods on his horse. 
He'd look back, there it'd always be you know. Faster he'd 
g0 faster this here ghost would go. Fifty got to his 
girl end's house and like to have eart attack before he come 
to find out it was his shirtail that was follwwing him, had 
Geer come out of his pants and... 
JUNIORS Hey that's great! How about another? 
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extremely biHer Snepping Habefu// ) 


FIGMO? Nts... two stories. Mother fuckin two stories. Two 


stories. Two. 


JUNIORS Shit > Figmo. You just ruin everthing, every fuckin thing. 


(Grease stiffens, hurt; Junior shrugs, as if to lighten things 
nnn ee ne el 
for Grease; Figmo just slowly rocks,)) 

Now FIGMO starts saying Waterman's name, almost as if recalling 


individual experiences with WAPERMAN, 


FIGMQ, (very visceral, building in intensity)! Waterman... 


Waterman...Waterman...aterhan. 


(Individually, JUNIOR and GREASE join him in a sporadic fashion, 


sometimes in FIGMO'S pauses, sometimes together with him. Just 


On a re rane nnn 


before the light in WATERMAN'S tent goes out they are saying 


Waterman’ in chorus,.) 


FIGHO and JUNIOR and GREASE! Waterman... Waterman... Waterman. 
chant into Mobhinyness a4 


THE EVER-BURNING LIGHT CLICKS OFF INSIDE THE TENT, 
si SQA BRS mg aE SN NR ag ot nn NS OE OORT RTS 


peek + leer: Cone 


: Soe ang 
help ae Have ! 7 
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Scene 1, p..% 


don4 fuck we vp 
Insert after Figmo's :Welre_all-scared-Here, 
| <SARET ae) 
GREASE: eff) Whatsamatter with you Figmo? You is. 
tight as a bull's ass boy! And the closer you-all get 
ta gettin the points aget outa here, tighter yah get. 
(shouts) 
FIGMO:/ Go fuck up the showers will you Grease? Only 
don't let the water get on you. 
GREASE: You aint like a bull's ass at all. You isa 
big walkin-around hardon. What's gee gonna kill ya is 
you gotta stay like that! 


p 6 And how his boots commenced... 


4wardowski's speechAin the middle of the p. 

short 

(ie does a kind offswarmy dance as he says the words, 
each of his 

ending by trying to kieckAhis boots oft) ere-by-eRe,. 


p? 
Zwardowski's first speech on the p. Add: 
in this shithouse of a Korea. (Ile falls to his knees 
and plays a Tibtiehleloet scene for Junior.) 
SAIN SRE EG 
I tole dem before dey sends me heah: Ah don't mine no 
(pounds stage dutng the capitalized words) PYORRHEA, 
or eeeecceven GARMOMMMe GONORRHEA, but don't give me 
none of this heah KOREA! (pronounced Koh--first syllable) 


Scene 1} 


p77 
To Junior's last speech which ends ...buddies. Add: 


I was getting real jealous. 

ZWARDOWSKI: Of which one? 

JUNIOR: ¥ou 4 don't know, do you? 

FIGMO: (wearying) Just shut up, will you Junior? 

ZWARDOWSKI: (to JUNIOR) And speakin of ball preakers.. ff 

JUNIOR: (peering defiantly at 7ZWARDOWSKI) Never saw a 

fuckin ball breaker I coulh't fuckin break. (winks) At 

least do something to. (throws a punch) Maybe just bang the 

mother fuckin shit outa! 

FIGMO: We're trembling. 

JUNIOR: (insinuating) Not 9@* now Figmo. I'll tell you when. 
( Now Zwardowski's speech comes, ending -..walks like that. ) 


Add: like we said in he old armyeee 


Then Figmo interrupts with his speech ending «rest of the day. 


ZWARDOWSKI: If it don't move paint it; if it moves fuck it! 


Scene 1 (cont) 


P 7? (cont) 
FIGMO: You Couldn't get a laugh at a wake, 
Delete JUNIOR!S stage direction, Change to: 


(smiling, reaches his hand dow and pulls ZWARDOWSKI up ) 


delete Don't worry about it; Change to: 


Don't worry about the mother® humpin laundry. 


Scene 1 (cont) 


Pp 7 (cont) 
FIGMO: You couldn't get a laugh at a wake, 
Delete JUNIOR'S stage direction, Change to: 


(smiling, reaches his hand dow and pulls ZWARDOWSKI up ) 


delete Don't worry about it; change to: 


Don't worry about the mothere humpin laundry. 


Scene 3, p 10 


After Good's ..eover your bunk? 
JUNIOR: You don't know, 40 you? 


GOOD: That's why I ask. 


pile 


After Junior's question ...queer, weren't you Good? 

delete Good's speech ending...Among other things. Add: 
GOOD: Slightly over that edge, Over many other edges too. 
JUNIOR: (snarling) What the fuck does that mean? 

Good: Lord I've crossed certain lines for I am a sinner 
but I've come back in your service. A bad woman gave me 
my just reward and you have rescued me again. Thank you, 
Lord, and thank you for penicillin. 


JUNIOR: (mocking) Amen. ‘So you were a queer, right? 
GOOD: I imagine tha you wouldsay that I was. 


ee 


a 


Scene 1 


Pp 7 
To Junior's last speech which ends ...buddies. Add: 


I was getting real jealous. 

ZWARDOWSKT: Of which one? 

JUNIOR: ¥ou M4 don't know, do you? 

FIGMO: (wearying) Just shut up, will you Junior? 
ZWARDOWSKI: (to JUNIOR) And speakin of ball breakers.. 
JUNIOR: (peering defiantly at ZWARDOWSKI) Never saw a 

fuckin ball breaker I coulh't fuckin break. (winks) A t 
least do something to. (throws a punch) Maybe just bang the 
mother fuckin shit outa! 

FIGMO: We're trembling. 

JUNIOR: (insinuating) Not q@w now Figmo. I'11 tell you when. 


( Now Zwardowski's speech comes, ending ...walks like that. ) 


Add: Like we said in he old army... 


Then Figmo interrupts with his speech ending ...rest of the day. 
ZWARDOWSKI: If it don't move paint it; if it moves fuck it! 


SCENE 8 A 


(FIGMO is revealed, backlit. 


As light comes up he starts a 


kind of patter speech where he either tosses up and catches 


a baseball wtskh, or rhythmically sam smacks the ball into 


his glove) 


FIGMO: 


Waterman 


big dumb shit 
Waterman 

get you made 
get you made 


get you made 


a sé sergeant. 


Wanna go home. 
Wanna go home. 
When do I go 
Waterman? 

When do I go 
Waterman? 

You don't know 
do you? Don't 
ever know 

no fuckin how. 
Get you made 


a sergeant. 


SCEVE 8 A 


(FIGMO is revealed, backlit. As light comes up he starts a 
kind of patter speech where he either tosses up and catches 
a baseball wth, or rhythmically sam smacks the ball into 
his glove) 


FIGMO: Waterman 
big dumb shit 
Waterman 
get you made 
get you made 
get you made 
a s@ sergeant. 
Wanna go home, 
Wanna go home. 
When do I go 
Waterman? 
When do I go 
Waterman? 
You don't know 
do you? Don't 
ever know 
no fuckin how. 
Get you made 


a sergeant. 


‘Power mad 

fuckbrain,. don't 
wanna be 

don't wanna 

be made 

ear 

don't wanna be made 
don't wanna be made a 


don't wanna be made nothin. 


(Patter stops, then a pause) 
(small, but with emme some sense of self-irony. ) 


Nobody to play with. Waterman used to pass with me in between 
twitchouts but now he's an officer and won't, Good's got 

no reflexes. Ball hits him on the shoulder, nose, everywhere. 
How ew@ could gupmtuming «anybody be a dumb, disgusting shit 
like that? It's fun to (smacking glove) drill one right into 
his flabby stomach. But you like something coming back even 
from someone you hate. And Grease (shrugs) Grease is Grease. 
(musing) Junior, Slashing around like a knife. Can't be 
bothered. I've begged him and begged him! And he's promised 
and promised! And then he laughs about it. And Christ 
{walloping glove) egm can he burn them in! He can really 
burn them in! (lost in amazement for a moment) 

Well it makes no fuckin difference, none of it makes any 
fuckin difference. I'll be getting out of here before you 


know it. Anyway, I got my (throws ball up) self. (pause) 


Power mad 

fuckbrain, don't 
wanna be 

don't wanna 

be made 

[cs 

don't wanna be made 
don't wanna be made a 


don't wanna be made nothin. 


(Patter stops, then a pause) 
(small, but with smme some os@@se of self-irony. ) 


Nobody to play with, Waterman used to pass with me in between 
twitchouts but now he's an officer and won't. Good's got 

no reflexes. Ball hits him on the shoulder, nose, everywhere. 
How e@@ could eupensing anybody be a dumb, disgusting shit 
like that? It's fun to (smacking glove) drill one right into 
his flabby stomach, But you like something coming back even 
from someone you hate. And Grease (shrugs) Grease is Grease. 
(musing) Junior. Slashing around like a knife. Can't be 
bothered. I've begged him and begged him! And he's promised 
and promised! And then he laughs about it. And Christ 
{walloping elove) mm can he burn them in! He can really 
burn them in! (lost in amazement for a moment) 

Well it makes no fuckin difference, none of it makes any 
fuckin difference. I'11 be getting out of here before you 
know it. Anyway, I got my (throws ball up) self. (pause) 


3) 


(small, floating, and distant9 ; his hand contans the ball as 
he stretches his arm out to the side) When I put my hand out 
where do I end? (The ball drops and rolls away.) 
ie 
(With shaking resolve while bring both hands in front of him) 
I've got to draw the whole world up around me. (Here he's 
to his chin 
pulling up an imaginary blanke & jnow he swings his gloved hand 
across his body 
overAto let the back of the glove gently rub his cheek, 


(Go to black after a moment.) 


<s) 


(small, floating, and distant # | his hand contans the ball as 
he stretches his arm out to the side) When I put my hand out 
where do I end? (The ball drops and rolls away.) 
in 
(With shaking resolve while bring bbe hands in front of him) 
I've got to draw the whole world up around me, (Here he's 
to his chin 
pulling up an imaginary blanket jnow he swings his gloved hand 
across his body 
overAto let the back of the glove gently rub his cheek, 


(Go to black after a moment.) 
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SCENE 8 B 


(WATERMAN'S tent or a "limbo! setting with a table and two 
chairs. WATERMAN and JESUS Aare playing poker. WATERMAN is 


dressed in starched fatigues and wears a jaunty cap of some 
vague military kind. JESUS wears underwear shorts and a 
short-sleeve sweat shirt--the arms have probably been cut off. 
A large wooden cross hangs from a necklace of tied-together 


shoelaces, ) 


JESUS: (while raking in the pot) I got rid of her. She was 
a drag--no pun intanded, 

WATERMAN: (His voice is firm, authoritative) None taken my 
dear man, but unfortunately I feel that I must point out 
that you're cheating. 

JESUS: Not exactly. 

WATERMAN: (showing him) Is this not an ace? 

JESUS: Hmmmmm. Appears to be, but you never know. 
WATERMAN: Then it is rather unlikely that you can have 

four aces as you have just a moment ago asserted, 

JESUS: I...uh...kinda played a celestial hand. 

WATERMAN: We're rather down to earth here. 

JESUS: Completely. 


- WATERMAN: (quite superior) I'll just research my «gummy 


Bible concordance, See where you stood on cheating before 
this unhappy moment, 

JESUS: Look under L, Loaves and fishes. 

WATERMAN: Witty. Are you sure that you're a religious man? 
JESUS: I'm not sure of anything right now. 

WATERMAN: (drawing the pot back to the center of the table, 
then gathering up the cards.) Well shall we give it another 
go? Like gentlemen this time? (shuffling) 

JESUS: Let em ride! It'll be my second going. (giggles) 
WATERMAN: (shuffling furiously) I am partial to cards. 

You (heavy pondering) build something,aasemble something, by 
taking calculated gambles, It becomes...pictures! (he stops 
shuffling and springs up to show JESUS 4 a few cards. He 
towers above; perhaps his huge shadow can be shown,) 

It becomes pictures comprising larger pictures, and they 

in turn (intensest teacher) those larger pictures, grow into 
one very large picture! THE BIG PICTURE! 

JESUS: Whatever you say. 

WATERMAN: And then the (jams the cards against his forehead) 
mind, THE MIND, distills everything into (fligge the cards 
away in order to show a tiny space between thumb and forefinger) 
one quite small picture. WHICH IS THE REALLY BIG PICTURE! 
(JESUS gets up to gently touch WATERMAN'S hand. ) ( COmPESSSSHaSTines) 
JESUS: (compassionately) You're taking over, aren't you? 


WATERMAN: (drawing himself up, bristling) Everywhere, Everything. 


.WATERMAN; (quite superior) I'11 just research my @aamp 
Bible concordance. See where you stood on cheating before 
this unhappy moment, 

JESUS: Look under L, Loaves and fishes, 

WATERMAN: Witty. Are you sure that you're a religious man? 
JESUS: I'm not sure of anything right now, 

WATERMAN: (drawing the pot back to the center of the table, 
then gathering up the cards.) Well shall we give it another 
go? Like gentlemen this time? (shuffling) 

JESUS: Let em ride! It'll be my second going. (giggles) 
WATERMAN: (shuffling furiously) I am partial to cards, 

You (heavy pondering) build something,aasemble something, by 
taking calculated gambles. It becomes...pictures! (he stops 
shuffling and springs up to show JESUS 4 a few cards, He 
towers above; perhaps his huge shadow can be shown.) 

It becomes pictures comprising larger pictures, and they 

in turn (intensest teacher) those larger pictures, grow into 
one very large picture! THE BIG PICTURE! 

JESUS: Whatever you say. 

WATERMAN: And then the (jams the cards against his forehead) 
mind, THE MIND, distills everything into (fliggs the cards 
away in order to show a tiny space between thumb and forefinger) 
one quite small picture, WHICH IS THE REALLY BIG PICTURE! 
(JESUS gets up to gently touch WATERMAN'S hand. ) ( CSapeSSaSReSSaaew) 
JESUS: (compassionately) You're taking over, aren't you? 


WATERMAN: (drawing himself up, bristling) Everywhrre, Everything. 


= pase 
Figmo's radio bit -«- John's copy Cp) 


Jim's copy Frank's copy ~ 


Figmo: (standing) (automatic response-~like hello--yet the sense of 


crazy place too) Third Shower Point, over.(p)You're garbled, 
(I) can't read. Over.(p\Roger, Division. I read you, but number 


: , a : 
ten, still garbled, Captain who? Mie ame I'm not te 


ps headset ) 


A Repeat transmission 


Please, (Suridenly his body starts sinking) I read you sir, 


funny. I have no desire to be funny. Over, 


(whipers) loud and clear, (He's kneeling as if he's been dealt a 
blow to the stomach; he all but collapses over the typewriter, ) 


Over and...no need to repeat transmission...over and (drops phone) 


C then he otarts Ow rds the duo 
| on his Knees-) 


